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(Unpublished fragment?)
The child was sitting on the bank
Upon  a stormy day, He loved the river's roaring sound; The river rose and burst his bound, Flooded fifty leagues around, Took the child from off the ground,
And bore the child away. O the child so meek and wise,
Who made us wise and mild!
Two versions of " Sweet and Low " were made, and were sent to my mother to choose which should be published. She chose the published one in preference to that which follows, because it seemed to her more song-like.
(Unpublished version.}
Bright is the moon on the deep, Bright are the cliffs in her beam,
Sleep, my little one, sleep! Look he smiles, and opens his hands, He sees his father in distant lands, And kisses him there in a dream, Sleep, sleep.
Father is over the deep, Father will come to thee soon, Sleep, my pretty one, sleep! Father will come to his babe in the nest, Silver sails all out of the West, Under the silver moon, Sleep, sleep!